LOOKING  AT   ENGLAND

and diplomats already openly discuss the possibility of the trans-
ference of the Court to Canada, envisage a rump of British
Empire grafted on to the United States by some strange process
of political surgery?

I doubt whether it will long continue possible for an English-
man who knows something of these matters to write and tell his
countrymen about them. Everywhere I see the threat of the
suppression of free speech and free writing lurking between the
lines of the British Press. Lord Castlerosse, a peer who happens
also to be a brilliant journalist, impassionedly wrote against this
and implored his 'fellow craftsmen to remember that "We must
be free or die, who speak the tongue that Shakespeare spake ..." '

But this, though sincerely meant, is not true, in England to-day.
We are not free in England, or our freedom is being misused to
destroy us. You have only to stand back a little and look at
England to lose your belief in this freedom. If freedom is a
synonym for slums, the under-nourishment of the under-dog, the
repression of unemployed demonstrations by the police and
sanctuary for foreign Jews, it is not worth preserving. What is
the virtue of freedom to write against these tilings, as Englishmen
have written for centuries, if they are never mended, but always
get worse?

But the great danger is that even this freedom will be taken
away from us only in order to perpetuate these age-old evils in
England and to prevent any public discussion of them.. Even
then, suppression and censorship, if they come in England, will
come at foreign dictation, they will be the pledges of our servitude
to alien domination.

England! How much that name stood for, how little does it
stand for to-day!

To-day, England and France look to me like the babes in a
very dark wood, and I dimly perceive the figures of the wicked
uncles. The babes go on, willy-nilly, clinging to the hands that
guide them. What was the end of that tale? If I remember
rightly, winged creatures in the sky dropped things on them as
they lay.
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